A   NATIVE   OF    ANCIENT   APULIA      17
of them even went so far as to attempt to create a similar attitude on the part of her children toward her; but I am happy to say their efforts were in vain, so deep was our love for mother. A similar attitude was maintained by some relatives toward an aunt of mine. Though she was a beautiful character, a woman of refinement and rare accomplishments, because she was a native of Fiume and therefore not an Italian, she was looked upon as a despised "foreigner" by those members of our paternal family who lived in the glory of the has-been.
There were eight children in my father's home, four sisters, all older than myself, and three brothers, all younger. We had a happy life together, having pretty much the same kind of experiences and the same kind of play-life as children do all over the world. We were not privileged to have many toys other than those of our own making. My oldest sister had a complete set of delicate doll house furnishings, but aside from this, I do not recall that any of us had very much to play with. We boys spent so much time in the out-of-doors that the thought of toys never entered our minds. Naturally, we sometimes had our quarrels, and I seemed to have been the thorn in the flesh, especially in the lives of my sisters. And yet we loved each other profoundly. To one of my sisters, Agata, I took a special fancy. Perhaps it was because she was